6 IRAQ
Crawford, Captain J. S. Mann, Captain W. R. Hay and a host
of others in the summer of 1920 added another chapter, no less
splendid, no less inspiring than those which precede it and
those which will follow it, in the history of British manhood
serving in difficult times and against desperate odds.
To 'Iraqis, the Insurrection, although suppressed, has been a
National War of Independence, directly responsible for forcing
the British Government to set up an Arab Government and,
eventually, to grant independence: an opinion shared by many
writers.l Popular opinion has regarded as national heroes those
who led the Insurrection or who took a conspicuous part in it;
as martyrs, the 'Iraqis who lost their lives.2 Political prefer-
ment has been given to those who, by their actions both before
and during the Insurrection, had proven their attachment to
the Nationalist cause.
No evidence is available to show that, because of the Insur-
rection, a wider measure of immediate Arab participation in
the Government was given by the High Commissioner after his
1 Cf. Toynbee, A J., Islamic World, p 530; Coke, R , The Arab's Place in the
Sun, p. 193; Wright, Q , A.P S.R , November, 1926, p. 746.
2 See Al-Istiqldl, March gth, i7th, 1922: Al-Rafiddn and Al-Mufid, August
25th, 1922.   The following lines appeared in Al-Isttqldl, February 2nd, 1928,
when Shaikh Dhari was convicted of the murder of Lieut.-Col. Leachman,
August 12th, 1920-
You shall be brought to book some day, you who waylaid Dhari!
Oh ye! Set free the slayer of Leachman1
He has shaken London with all her might.
We are humiliated after you, Oh Dhari!
The culprit's abode shall be swept away.
Victorious is Dhari's standard!
You have taken advantage of an opportune moment, Oh London;
Time is treacherous, Oh Cousin!
Why this long absence, ye moon of the world!
We have grown weary in the slaying of so many British soldiers.
Oh ye! Bow down in homage to the slayer of Leachman.
Honour and Glory are thine, ye slayer of Leachman.
Lie in peace, ye slayer of Leachman!
Oh Shaikh, enjoy thy sleep.
Throughout the land, ye have no like
Others before you have done it, Oh Cousin
Ye are equal to a state with all her might.
Sing out hallelujah to the slayer of Leachman!
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